C.9WA17 


0  i 

0! 

0  ; 

8 

5 

5 

0 
1 
3 


THE  LIBRARY 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 
OF  CALIFORNIA 

LOS  ANGELES 


/* 


' 


POEMS 


POEMS 


BY 

ELISE   ELEANOR   GURNEY 


LONGMANS,   GREEN,   AND    CO. 

39   PATERNOSTER    ROW,  LONDON 

NEW  YORK,  BOMBAY,  AND  CALCUTTA 

1907 

AH  rights  reserved 


/IJ7 
07 

CONTENTS 


PACE 

WORDS  FOR  A  MADRIGAL        .....       7 

SONG  FOR  A  MASQUE 8 

UN  SOSPIRO     ........     10 

SONG ii 

"LAUS  TIBI  DOMINE"    .         .        .        »        .        .12 
A  THOUGHT   .         .         .         .         .         .         .         -14 

REGRET   .         .        .         .        .        .        .         .         .     15 

SONG        .........     16 

APART 19 

ANNUNCIATA — MORN       .         .  .         .         .22 

ANNUNCIATA — EVEN         .         .         .         ^  .24 

BANISHED         ........     26 

THE  SILENT  HEART         ,        .  .        .        .28 

LAMENT 30 

LOVE  SONG      ...;....     32 


858420 


These  Poems  were  written  by  Mrs.  Archer  Gurney  in 
her  youth  and  are  reprinted  now,  after  her  death,  by 
special  request,  the  former  editions  being  out  of  print. 


WORDS    FOR   A    MADRIGAL 

THE  spacious  world  of  earth  and  air, 
That  lies  between  my  love  and  me, 
Though  multitudes  inhabit  there, 
Seems  but  an  empty  world  to  me. 


The  bluest  sky  the  day  can  bring, 
Or  reddest  splendour  of  the  morn, 
Do  lack  a  radiance  they  should  bring, 
And  though  they  promised,  are  forsworn. 


SONG    FOR   A    MASQUE 

OH  !  hie  thee  to  the  flowery  fields, 
And  cull  the  blossoms  that  grow  there  ! 
Thou  hast  no  dainty  dress  that  yields 
Jewels  more  precious  than  they  bear. 

Better,  methinks,  than  all  the  gems 
That  can  on  tyrants'  foreheads  glow, 
Thou  canst  procure  thee  diadems, 
That  ne'er  have  cost  a  moment's  woe. 

Compared  to  flowers  newly  blown, 
What  are  the  gold,  the  gems  of  art  ? 
The  costliest  rubies  monarchs  own, 
Show  drops  of  crimson  from  the  heart. 


SONG   FOR   A   MASQUE 

And  while  the  brow  of  cruel  kings, 
A  crown  bediamonded  wears, 
I  seem  to  hate  those  sparkling  things, 
That  are  so  strangely  like  to  tears. 


UN    SOSPIRO 

THY  Spirit  lives  in  all  that's  fair  and  bright, 
The  likeness  of  thine  eyes  is  in  the  sky ; 
And  when  I  feel,  upon  the  summer-night, 
Creep  on  my  soul,  a  soft  delicious  sigh, 
A  breath  of  June,  endearing,  a  caress, 
A  palpitation  from  the  trees, — then  I 
Do  tremble  at  the  thought  of  thee  no  less, 
But  so  much  more  my  human-heart  makes  riot, 
As  that  my  mortal  speech  cannot  express 
Delight  so  sweet  and  sudden  that  in  quiet 
Through  all  my  being  quivers ;  while  my  soul 
Seems  to  exhale  entranced,  in  softest  death 
Full  of  thy  name — forsaking  my  control 
In  one  long-drawn,  deep,  deep,  delicious  breath. 


SONG 

O  WHO  would  choose  a  life  of  ease, 

Ingloriously  be  bound 
In  all  that  slavish  souls  may  please, 

Without  a  thought  beyond  ? 

Be  crowned  with  roses  all  the  day, 
Be  sunk  in  dreams  all  night, 

Have  not  a  wish  except  to  play 
And  dance  with  new  delight  ? 

There  is  a  path  all  rosy  red, 
Where  martyrs'  feet  have  been, 

Dearer  to  me  the  drops  they've  shed, 
Than  all  the  bloom  of  sin. 


"LAUS   TIBI    DOMINE" 

UPON  my  brain  there  seem  to  float 
A  thousand  tones  from  Earth  and  Heaven- 
A  human  voice — an  angel's  note — 
The  strife  of  storms — the  peace  of  even. 

Impassioned  words  and  accents  tender, 
And  music  breathing  speechless  thought, 
And  forms  of  beauty,  fair  and  slender, 
As  ever  Love  in  marble  wrought. 

Yet  in  the  midst  of  all  the  sweet 
Confusion  kindling  into  life, 
Above — beyond — the  hearts  that  beat 
With  longing  love  in  sweetest  strife. 


"LAUS   TIBI   DOMINE"  13 

I  hear  the  sound  of  solemn  choirs, 
That  chant  a  Gloria  great  and  grand, 
A  multitude  of  nuns  and  friars 
With  bowed  heads  before  me  stand. 

They  slowly  winding  down  the  aisled 
Cathedral  sing  the  measured  psalms — 
My  brain  is  stilled,  my  heart  is  wild 
No  more,  but  prays  GOD  for  an  alms. 


A   THOUGHT 


"  Upon  thy  right  hand  did  stand  the  queen  in  gold  of  Ophir." 

Ps.  xlv. 


BEHOLD  yon  spire  keen  tapering  to  the  light 
Until  the  slender  shaft  supports  the  cross ! 
E'en  such  was  MARY.     We,  in  Heaven's  eye 
The  Church's  body  are,  but  She  the  spire, 
The  very  apex  trembling  in  the  sun, 
Crowned  witfy  the  Passion  of  the  CRUCIFIED  ! 


REGRET 

WE  were  two  souls,  and  young  together ; 
How  could  1  care  for  wind  or  weather, 
When  one  dear  look  from  her  blue  eyes, 

0  !  it  was  just  like  heaven  to  me  !  * 

1  nailed  her  colours  to  the  mast, 

I  thought  whatever  haps,  they're  fast, 
Thus  wedded  thou   shalt  have  them  both, 
O  sea ! 

Her  colours  from  the  mast  wer,e  flying — 

• 
The  storm  piped  shrilly ;  see  therft  lying 

Broken  and  drifting,  still  but  one, 
Both  mast  and  pennon  in  the  deep : 
— Ah !  on  the  rocks,  the  careless  beach, 
He  cast  them  out,  torn  each  from  each, 
Time !   cruel  sea !   that  would  not  learn  to 
keep. 


SONG 

O  GIN  I  were  a  nightingale 
Would'st  thou  another  be  ? 
Who  all  night  long  beneath  the  moon 
Of  heav'n,  should  answer  me? 

Or  gin  I  were  the  waving  branch, 
Would'st  thou  a  Song-bird  be  ? 
And  all  the  day  of  life  and  love, 
Enraptured,  sing  to  me  ? 

Or  gin  I  were  the  parched  grass, 
Would'st  be  the  summer-shower  ? 
And  sink  into  my  life,  and  bring 
Refreshment  for  thy  dower  ? 

16 


SONG  17 

Or  gin  I  were  the  falling  rain, 
Would'st  thou  the  blossom  be  ? 
And  open  me  thy  fragrant  heart, 
That  I  might  house  in  thee  ? 

O  gin  I  were  a  damask  rose, 
Would'st  thou  her  perfume  be  ? 
The  lovely  secret  of  her  breast, 
To  dwell  in  life  o'  me  ? 

Of  gin  I  were  a  waterfall, 
Would'st  be  its  silver  spray  ? 
Or  bordering  of  freshest  green, 
Where  all  its  rainbows  play  ? 

Or  gin  I  were  a  salt  sea-wave, 
Would'st  be  the  golden  shore  ? 
The  virgin  sands  that  only  press 
Clear  waters  lapsing  o'er  ? 


1 8  SONG 

O  gin  I  were  an  instrument, 
Would'st  thou  the  music  be  ? 
And  breathe   of  love's  soft  sighs  and 

dreams, 
And  find  a  voice  for  me  ? 


Or  gin  I  were  a  warbled  song, 

Would'st  thou  the  fair  words  be  ? 
And  tell  thy  pain  unto  the  world, 
Which  I  should  sing  for  thee  ? 

Or  gin  I  were  a  king's  own  Son, 
Would'st  thou  his  true  love  be  ? 
Leave  name   and  fame,  and   life,   and 

love, 
And  all  for  love  o'  me  ? 


APART 

HATH  matter  walls  that  may  imprison  mind  ? 
Cannot  my  spirit  speak  unto  thine  own  ? 
Cleave  through  a  very  universe  to  find 
Thy  answering  soul  ?     Can'st  thou  not  hear  it 
moan  ? 

If  not,  then  do  but  listen  ! — it  will  shriek, 
Cry  out  thy  name  upon  the  ear  of  night, 
Not  with  the  bodily  tongue  that  is  too  weak 
To  sound  beyond  some  counted  yards,  with  might 

Of  potent  spirit-utterance,  my  thought 
Compel  through  multitudes  of  miles  to  thee, 
— For  what  is  space  to  Spirit  ?  hath  it  aught 
That  can  constrain  the  soul  ?     The  soul  is  free  ! 


20  APART 

Behold  !  she  takes  her  wings  !  to  thee  she  flies 
Athwart  the  earth,  and  over  the  dark  sea, 
— There  was  a  flash  of  light  across  the  skies 
Shook  from  some  pinions — 'twas  no  bird — 'twas  me. 

It  was  my  Soul ! — 'tis  I  am  with  thee  now, 
I  kiss  thine  eyes,  thy  forehead — Sun  and  breath 
Of  my  existence,  dost  thou  speak  ? — Ah  !  how 
I  faint !  I  swoon  !  I  darken  into  death  ! 

Drop,  drop  away  from  thy  embrace  and  sight, 
From  love  and  bloom,  and  splendours  of  the  noon, 
— O  fallen  World !  O  Light  which  is  not  Light ! 
Quenched  thou  and  I  below  a  waning  moon. 

Discovering  again  my  body's  ark 
Beneath  a  dawn  which  is  not  from  those  eyes, 
— O  world  of  pain  !     O  day  which  is  so  dark  ! 
Where  then  has  fled  the  Sun  of  Paradise  ? 


APART  21 

My  life !  my  light !  can'st  thou  not  hear  me  cry, 
A  solitary  thing  without  a  soul  ? 
It  seems  my  soul  has  flown  to  thine,  and  I, 
A  suffering  Body  left,  the  sum  and  whole. 


ANNUNCIATA 

MORN 

THE  earth  slopes  back  unto  the  sun, 
The  houses  all  are  glittering  white, 
The  burnished  orange-groves  are  hung 
With  bud  and  blossom  of  delight — 
O  soft  as  love  !  soft  as  desire 
Upon  the  azure  of  the  sky, 
Below  the  touch  of  air  and  fire, 
The  longing  mountains  faintly  lie. 
O,  on  his  breast  might  I  thus  lie ! 
Upon  his  bosom  thus  expire  ! 
Upon  his  lips,  his  eyes,  his  heart, 
Feel  all  existence  faint  and  die ! — 
O  beauteous  lips  !     O  lovely  mouth  ! 
Most  perfect  mouth,  and  throbbing  heart ! 


ANNUNCIATA  23 

O  wondrous  eyes,  where  all  the  south 
Of  passion  lies  !     O  beauty  shrined 
To  hold  sweet  balmy  sighs ! — They  start, 
All  pulses  in  my  veins,  they  find 
The  sacred  monarch  of  my  soul, 
For  everywhere  they  see  his  eyes, 
And  feel  his  breath  in  every  wind, 
His  pulses  in  the  rhythmic  roll 
Of  ocean,  in  yon  burning  seas 
That  flame  upon  the  golden  sands ! 
O  might  I  be  those  golden  sands, 
And  he  the  waves — or  I  the  breeze, 
And  he  the  bud  of  orange-trees, 
The  fragrant  fruit,  and  I  the  bough ! 
Or  as  a  host  of  pilgrim-bands 
Lights  tapers  to  a  saint  adored, 
Ten  thousand  tapers  I  would  light, 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  bright, 
Till  shamed  the  very  stars  of  night 
The  starry  picture  of  my  lord  ! 


ANNUNCIATA 

EVEN 

HE  came  not,  though  I  waited  long 
Before  the  shrine  of  Heaven's  Queen, 
He  came  not,  though  my  heart  was  wrung 
Whene'er  a  footstep  pass'd.     O  star ! 
That  shin'st  so  purely,  so  serene, 
While  all  my  bosom's  filled  with  woe, 
The  dwellers  on  thy  breast  I  ween, 
Can  ne'er  earth's  love  and  madness  know. 
I  cannot  weep  !     I  should  despise 
Myself,  if  tears  came  in  these  eyes — 
I  think  my  love  is  turned  to  hate ! — 
O  had  I  but  a  dagger  keen, 
With  jewelled  hilt,  and  graven  blade, 


ANNUNCIATA  25 

To  plunge  into  his  faithless  breast ! 
How  long  within  some  grove  I'd  wait, 
Until  the  sunset  flush  should  fade, 
And  he  should  pass — Then  I  would  glean 
Fresh  hate  and  courage  from  his  form, 
By  fullest  joy  and  peace  possessed  ! 
And  on  him  falling  like  the  storm, 
The  steely  lightning  should  bereave 
His  heart  of  life — and  should  I  grieve  ? 
No !  no !  I'd  spurn  him  as  he  lay, 
I'd  let  him  lie  on  the  cold  clay, 
Nor  let  repentance  even  thieve 
One  lock  of  hair — one  hair  away. — 
Who  comes  ?     'Tis  He — ah !  melt  away 
All  strength — all  anger — Life  revolves  ! 
Alone  his  voice  my  spirit  hears, 
All  heav'n  is  ringing  in  my  ears, — 
And  all  my  hate  to  love  dissolves. 


BANISHED 

FAR  from  the  land,  far  from  the  hopes  I  cherished, 
Silent  I  wander,  cheerless  and  forlorn, 

Summer  is  come,  but  all  my  summer's  perished, 
Still  it  is  winter,  though  yonder  waves  the  corn. 

Still  it  is  winter,  though  the  grapes  are  swelling 
Fast  in  the  clusters,  and  the  roses  blow — 

Mournful  my  soul  within  a  world  is  dwelling 
Where  the  bleak  skies  bring  but  the  desolate  snow. 

O  happy  lands,  wherein  the  sun  has  risen, 

Full  of  the  life  of  birds,  and  leaves,  and  streams ! 

Ne'er  in  the  country  where  I  lie  in  prison, 

Does  a  bird  sing,  and  ne'er  the  sunshine  gleams. 


BANISHED  27 

But  the  cold  country  lies  without  a  motion, 
Frozen  and  stiff,  in  silence  as  of  Death — 

Breeze  !  happy  breeze  !  that  ruffles  yon  fair  ocean, 
Would  I  could  feel  the  gladness  of  your  breath  ! 

But  I  must  wander  lonely  and  distracted, 

Past  the  green  hedges,  down  the  blossom'd  lanes, 

For  the  dear  Past  in  which  I  lived  and  acted 
Clings  to  my  Soul  like  frost  upon  the  panes. 


THE   SILENT    HEART 

I  CANNOT  see  thee  where  thou  art  !— 
And  yet  I  feel  that  thou  art  near, 

The  impassioned  orchestra,  my  heart, 
Doth  smite  as  with  a  steely  spear. 

It  seems  to  utter  forth  my  pain, 
My  hope,  my  longing,  my  desire, 

In  so  distinct  and  sweet  a  strain, 
As  sets  my  jealous  soul  on  fire. 

For  should  I  strive  with  human  tongue 

Of  half  I  feel  within  to  speak, 
Thou  could'st  not  guess  what  passion  wrung 

The  homely  words,  so  poor  and  weak. 


THE   SILENT   HEART  29 

Would  that  my  love's  deep  glowing  force, 
Could  strains  divine  as  these  become, — 

Can  senseless  instruments  discourse 

With  tongue  of  gods — and  /  be  dumb  ? 


LAMENT 

IT  is  the  day  when  Mary  died, 

Creeps  the  low  mist  upon  the  hills, 

No  sun  is  shining  on  their  side, 

The  singing-birds  have  shut  their  bills. 

The  yellow  trees  are  dank  with  wet, 
The  slow  big  drops  fall  one  by  one, 

The  shivering  sheep  to  graze  forget, 
And  all  the  joys  of  life  seem  done. 

I  never  thought  that  Heav'n  could  kill, 
I  never  thought  that  she  could  die 

As  others  do, — that  I  should  still 
Live  on  when  she  had  blossom'd  by. 


LAMENT  31 

That  I  should  e'er  be  housed  and  warm, 
Music  and  perfumes  round  me  spread 

Superb  enchantments,  while  the  storm 
And  cold,  cold  rain  beat  o'er  her  head. 

The  insects  all  have  fall'n  asleep, 
The  long  wet  grass  lies  on  its  side — 

Who  calls  ? — O  leave  me  ! — I  must  weep, 
It  is  the  day  that  Mary  died. 


LOVE    SONG 

O  MY  Beloved  !  where  art  thou  my  Beloved  ? 
Dark  roll  the  clouds  above  yon  temple  glorious, 
And  I  sit  and  ponder  how  that  same  sky  victorious 
Far  away  is  flying  her  deep  purples  o'er  thy  head, 
Far  away  where  thou  art,  where   no  tempests  are 
uproarious. 

O  my  Beloved  !  where  art  thou  my  Beloved  ? 
Bright  lies  the  day  upon  the  uplands  yonder, 
Soft  blow  the  breezes,  and  I  sit  and  ponder 
How  the  same  fair  Light  upon  thine  eyes  is  shed, 
And  the  same  fragrant  wind  within  thy  hair  doth 
wander. 
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